


MARCH THE THIRD 


Here again (she said) ie March the Bhird | r 
And twelve hours singing for the bird 


| Twixt dawn and duek, from half past six 
| i To nalf past six, never wheard. 





pitt. TIS Sunday, and the church-bells end 


Wren the birds’ aBS.- tT think they blend . 1 the Lane ae ae a 


Wow hetter than ~ 4: ne 
Ache navn ~teedir ate ound. Tinat Fhalkl i cae EN : 


| i -Or do all mark, and none dares say, | eg 
| me How “it may shift and long dislay, | 
| : Somewhere before the first of Spring, ie 
| & But never falle, thie singing day? 





| : #ed-fnen it falle on Sunday, bells 
) Are a wild natural voice that dwells 


On hillsides; but the birds' songs have *. a 
The holiness gone from the hbelis. * 
This dav impromised is more dear : 
Than all the named davs of the year a 


When s@usonable sweets come in, 
Seemice we know how lucky we BEE 
Sri new 

















